ao                         THE DESERT OF LOVE

she poured out a cup of steaming coffee. A smile lit up her face,
which was marked by the traces of a sleepless night and worn by
the slow dripping of laborious and identical days. But the smile
vanished as soon as the doctor appeared. She was already on her
guard, trying to read the expression in his eyes.

**Why, you've got your top-hat and overcoat on!"

"That is quite obvious."

"Are you going to a wedding?"

"A funeral, then?"

"Yes."

"Who has died?"

"Someone you don't know, Lucie."

"Tell me who it is."

"The little Cross boy."

"Maria Cross's son? Do you know her? You never told me
you did* You never tell me anything. Considering that we were
talking at dinner of that hussy ..."

The doctor was drinking his coffee, standing. He answered in
his quietest tones, which was always a sign with him that he was
exasperated almost beyond bearing, though well under control:

"Haven't you learned, even after twenty-five years, that I
prefer to discuss my patients as little as possible?"

No, she hadn't, and insisted that it always amazed her to find
out, quite by chance, in the course of a social call, that this or
that friend of hers had been attended by Dr. Courreges.

"It's so awkward for me when people look surprised. c What,*
they say, *do you really mean to tell me that you didn't know?
and then I have to admit that you don't trust me, that you never
tell me anything. Were you treating the child? What did he die
of? I can't see why you won t tell me. I never repeat things.
Besides, with people like that, what can it matter? .. ."

For any sign the doctor gave, he might not have heard or seen
her. He put on his overcoat, calling to Raymond: "Get a move
on; seven o'clock struck ages ago."